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POSSESSIVE AUSTRALIAN 


My dad’s best friend is a possessive Australian. 


| had no clue this older man was so possessive, but then 
again this younger woman was clueless he’d even be in 
the neighborhood when | took a quick vacation to Bali after 
my first year at my first job after college. 


And it’s the first time I’ve seen him in three years, and 
giving him my very own first time on the beautiful beaches 
of Bali would make this possessive alpha male, and my 
first crush, mine forever. 


But if my dad drops in unexpectedly will my possessive 
Australian stand strong side by side with his best friend’s 
daughter, or ride a wave right out of my life waving 
goodbye forever? 


*Possessive Australian is an insta-everything standalone 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger 


CHAPTER 1 


Charlotte 
Oh my god it’s him. 


| quickly duck back behind the trees that stand about thirty 
yards from the water’s edge at the sandy paradise that is 
Echo Beach in Canggu, Bali. 


My heart is racing as | squat down, carefully and quietly 
placing my oversized surfboard on the sand while | take in 
the sight of him. 


His palm is horizontal, level with his eyebrows as he blocks 
the sun’s nearly blinding reflections off the water as he 
surveys the surf conditions. 


But as blinding as those reflections may be I can still see 
clear as day, because I’m not looking at the water. 


I’m looking at him. 
And that incredible body of his. 


His back has the perfect arch, probably from years and years 
of paddling in the prone position on that very surfboard. 

And his back muscles are thick and strong as are his 
trapezius muscles. Surfers are often thin with wiry muscles 
and blonde haired but not him. He’s got dark brown hair 
and muscles that make him look more like a built swimmer 
that you see every four years when the Olympics roll around 
on television. 


As my eyes continue down his body I notice something that 
has my eyes open even wider. 


He’s got a green towel wrapped around his waist, or should | 
say barely wrapped, because it looks like the loosest knot in 
the world that the slightest gust of wind, or the smallest tug 
from my hand, could bring it down in a second. 


And next to him on the sand lies his surfboard and a pair of 
trunks on top. 


He drops his hand from his face and extends his arm across 
his body stretching in one direction and then the next. 


How in the world is he so flexible with muscles like that? 


Oh how I'd like him to twist and turn me in some of those 
pretzel positions he’s so effortlessly and fluidly putting his 
body into. 


His chest muscles are thick and strong. 
And don’t even get me started on his back and abs. 


It seems like one or more of the guys | work with mentions 
“picking up a twelve pack” every other night. Well, boys 
this is the kind of twelve pack that | want to pick up! Or 
should | say pick me up. | can only imagine running my 
hands all over those grooves in his stomach as | take turns 
counting each and every muscle all the way down to his...oh 
my 


And oh my what is he doing here? 


| was told he only uses this house once a year for a quick 
getaway. Apparently that’s how it works when you have 
houses all over Bali and Australia when you’re making 
literally billions in natural resources. 


But he himself is a natural treasure. I’d heard Aussie guys 
are big, strong, rugged, and masculine but Oliver takes the 
proverbial cake, but judging by his fitness levels never eats 
it. 


| suck in quickly realizing | was literally drooling at the sight 
of him. I’ve been stuck in front of a computer for way, way 
too long. That’s what explains my super pale skin, slouchy 
posture, and lack of any male attention in my life this last 
year...my first year at my first job out of college. 


And after one year | finally qualified for a week of vacation. 
A full seven days. 


And when my dad’s best friend and business partner told me 
a full year ago when | started that | was welcome to use his 
house here | knew the time was right to take him up on it. 


He even told my dad where the key is hidden, who to 
contact in case of an emergency, and all the other 
information | might need. 


They’re close like that. My dad went to Sydney as an 
exchange student when he was in elementary school. 
Oliver’s family hosted him for an entire school year. | bet 
both their family and my father’s parents were just 
expecting two young boys to learn a bit about each other’s 
culture and get into a bit of mischief, but it turned out to be 
the beginning of what would become a lifelong friendship 
made in heaven. 


They did talk about their cultures, but when they were 
playing outside searching for and identifying the many 
exotic wild animals that Australia is home to and also 
spending a lot of time in the water together surfing, they 
started tossing business ideas around. They wanted better 
surfboards and the good ones are not cheap. There were a 
lot of, “imagine if we were older how much money we'd 
have,” lines tossed around and they stayed in touch for 
years even after my dad headed back home. 


Every year or two for the first few years after they took trips 
to the other’s country to stay for a vacation. And in-between 
those trips they talked on the phone, and this was back 
when you actually had to pay a pretty penny for long 
distance calls so they didn’t mince words when they spoke. 
They were always businesslike with each other, and it was 
their love of business that bonded them. They took turns 
sharing lessons learned from their earliest ventures in 
lemonade stands, paper routes, mowing lawns, or other 
small business attempts young guys find themselves 
pursuing. 


They shared everything...Secrets, desires, and plans to team 
up later in life and partner together as international 
businessmen. 


And my dad reminded me of all of this before my flight and 
he gave me instructions on how to get in touch with his best 
buddy if | needed anything while | was staying at his place. 


But he seemingly left out the part about how much I'd need 
him the moment I laid eyes on him for the first time in years. 


| watch intently as he looks down at his board and his hands 
move toward his waist. 


“Oh no he isn’t,” | say softly. 


His fingers flick the knot in the towel and it falls to the sand 
as my eyes fall to his backside. 


It’s pushing ninety-five degrees out here, but | suddenly feel 
a cold chill overtake my body and then a rush of heat 
engulfs me. 


| don’t think this is what Beyonce had in mind when she 
wrote “Bootylicious,” but she should have. 


He’s got the tightest tush and | just want to run over there 
and touch it. 


But he squats down and steps into his shorts before | can 
unfreeze my feet from the sand and then scoops up his 
surfboard and runs to the shore and dives in over the top of 
an incoming wave. 


His body lands expertly on top of the board and all those 
muscles stiffen as the wave breaks underneath him and he 
paddles right over the top and out to the open ocean. 


What a stud! 


But what the heck is he doing here? This was a vacation for 
me to get away and clear my head. But the only thing that’s 
clear now is how much I want to have the complete vacation 
experience with the guy I’ve crushed on for years. 


CHAPTER 2 


Oliver 
Oh my god it’s her. 


I’m well over two hundred yards offshore, but I’d recognize 
the shape of her anywhere. 


I’ve been paddling all out for over ten minutes and I’ve just 
turned around to sit on my board and catch my breath. 


| actually didn’t have plans to surf today besides the one 
wave to take me in when | was done doing a little relaxation 
and thinking out here. 


Paddling out here in the ocean and just sitting is better than 
any form of meditation or massage as far as I’m concerned, 
but there’s no way I can think straight now 


| watch as she maneuvers that big old board she must have 
found in the shed into the shallow water. 


When did she get here? 

| do the math and figure it must have been just minutes 
after me. | grabbed a Grab, Bali’s version of Uber, at the 
airport and got dropped off at the front gate. 


| must not have shut the gate. That’s how she got in. 


That or maybe she remembers where all the keys are 
hidden. 


| think back remembering the moment when | told her dad 
she could come use my place anytime. And | did tell him 
where the keys were hidden. 


Damn, she came. She’s here. 

| never thought in a million years she’d show up. She flew 
halfway around the world to spend a week here? Wait, is she 
going to be here even a week? 

None of that matters right now. No wait, it completely 
matters because now I’ve only got the amount of time she’s 
here to show her that she belongs to me. 


But | don’t need time. She’s not going to have a choice. I’m 
going to do whatever it takes to make her mine. 


I’m not wasting one second and that starts right now. 


| lean forward and my body makes contact with my board 
and | start paddling right towards her. 


CHAPTER 3 


Charlotte 


This surfing thing looked so much easier in the in-flight 
magazine. 


The waves can’t be more than three or four feet tall but 
when you’re lying on your stomach they seem massive. | 
feel my body lifted and | paddle with everything I’ve got to 
make it over the top. 


| start to realize that if | don’t clear the top of these incoming 
waves I’m going to get picked up and body slammed right 
onto my back...in the shallow water or worse yet the angled 
shoreline. 


This could get really ugly really quick. 


| wonder where Oliver is, wishing | could call out to him, but | 
can’t. | can barely catch my breath I’m paddling so hard and 
these waves are coming in so quickly Am I even going 
anywhere? It’s like two steps forward and at least two steps 
back. 


| see a big wave coming at me and | paddle with all the 
energy | can muster 


It’s not enough. 
| feel my body being lifted and the last thing | remember is 


the thud of my back hitting the sand as everything goes 
black. 


CHAPTER 4 


Oliver 


| see her struggling and | paddle faster than I’ve ever 
paddled before. I’m not going to let anything happen to 
her She’s my woman now whether she knows it or not and 
it’s my job to keep her protected and safe at all times and 
forever. 


| watch in horror as | see her disappear as the wave forms 
and then reappear at the crest of the wave before going 
backwards, or “over the falls” as we call it in surfing. 


And it’s called that for a reason because it’s literally like 
going over a much smaller, but still very painful and 
dangerous, version of Jim Jim Falls or Niagara Falls or any big 
waterfall for that matter. 


| paddle harder and harder and then rip the leash from 
around my ankle when | see her there on her back in the 
shallow water. 

She’s shaking her head and she’s awake. 


Thank god. 


| swim right up towards her and scoop her up carrying her to 
shore just before another wave crashes. 


She got hit so hard by the first one that her leash came 
unhooked all on its own. And she still managed to stay 
conscious. What a tough woman. 


“Are you Okay?” 


“Your board,” she says. Damn, she’s thinking about me and 
my stupid surfboard. Talk about being unselfish. She’s been 
knocked silly and she’s worried about some easily piece of 
replaceable fiberglass. 


“You,” I say. “Are you okay? That’s all that matters.” 
“What are you doing here?” she mumbles. “And wow, 


you've got some really big muscles,” and then her eyes 
close and | rush her into the house and dial a doctor. 


CHAPTER 5 


Oliver 
“I'm fine. Really | just got the wind knocked out of me.” 
“Your eyes closed. You blacked out.” 
“| was just dizzy, but I’m fine. Even the doctor said I’m 
okay. Just to take it easy today and that I didn’t havea 


concussion.” 


She’s right, but | don’t want to take any chances. It’s why | 
had three doctors come and look at her My angel. 


“But that bowl of soup would be nice,” she says smiling at 
me. 


| bring her the simple soup | made and watch her as she 
bring it up to her plump lips. How I wish it were my lips on 
hers and not that soup. 

She’s so damn beautiful, even when she’s doing something 
as simple as eating. And the dinner table is the last place | 
remember seeing her three years ago. 

“What?” she says in between spoonfuls of soup. 


“You,” | say. “You’re so elegant when you eat.” 


“I’m not,” she says and | see those porcelain cheeks fill with 
red. 


“My house so you can’t argue with me,” | say as | smirk. 


She stops for a second and surveys my face. | like the way 
she’s looking at me and apparently my cock does too. | feel 
it twitch in my board shorts and realize these thin things 
that are made mostly to avoid a bit of sun and some rubbing 
and rashes from the board are not going to conceal my 
desire forher Not even close 


“Okay, that’s fair enough,” she smiles. “Plus | came here to 
relax. No arguing. | get enough of that at work.” 


“So you're here for a holiday?” | reply quickly 
“We call it a vacation, but I think it’s the same thing.” 


“Holidays can last a month, especially for Europeans. 
Vacations are something you can do in a weekend.” 


“I'm here for a week. | mean if that’s okay. I didn’t know you 
were—” 


| raise my finger and place it on those lips of hers that I’ve 
been admiring. “Once I show you around the island you'll 
never want to leave...and | know | won’t be able to let you.” 


She laughs. “You're going to hold me hostage?” she jokes. 


“Yes and no,” | say with a completely serious face, because | 
am. “No, because | won't have to. You'll love it here so 
much you'll wonder how you ever survived without me... | 
mean it.” 


Her eyes narrow and then her pupils dilate at my words. She 
caught what | said and she doesn’t agree or disagree with it. 


“But yes, because if | have to l'Il do whatever it takes to 
keep you here. I’ve wanted you since the first time | ever 


Saw you and now that you’re here I’m going to make you 
mine forever” 


CHAPTER 6 


Charlotte 
“What did you say?” 


“You're mine now. Forever,” he says in that sexy Australian 
accent of his. 


| stare into his eyes but what | should do is jump up out of 
this bed and take off running right back to the airport. 


But there’s something about the way he looks at me...a 
certain kind of rawness, and a very certain truth to his 
words. 


I’m definitely not used to this type of attention. | mean I’ve 
been trying to schedule a performance review for a month 
and my own boss, who leaves early seemingly every day to 
go golfing, blows me off. 


| haven’t seen this guy in years and he’s all over me like a 
wet dish rag...at least with his words. 


And his words are so blunt. As a twenty-three year old 
young woman I've found most of the guys my age beat 
around the bush. 


“| don’t know. Where do you feel like having lunch?” is their 
usual reply at noon when I ask them where our team feels 
like going to eat today. It’s a game I play every single day 
and I’m so tired of it. | just want a guy, for once, to stand up 
and say something like, “I’m going to grab a burger. 


Anybody who wants to join me is welcome. And I’m leaving 
in three minutes.” 


Just someone to take charge. Someone who knows what he 
wants, not just for one of his three meals of the day, but out 
of life. 


And Oliver is that and so much more. 


After the last time | saw him | tried to slyly ask my dad some 
questions about him. My dad just smiled and said 
something like, “You don’t get to be a billionaire without 
ruffling a few feathers.” 


And I can see how his directness could do just that. And | 
also see how it could attract like bees to honey and to me 
his words are sweet nectar and | can’t help but fly right into 
them and get very happily stuck. 


But something primal in me needs to know this is real, not 
just some older guy who’s after a fling with his best buddy’s 
much younger daughter. 


“Forever?” | ask. 


“Lonly think in terms of the duration of my life. No short- 
term thinking. It’s why I’ve been able to build and achieve 
what | have in this life. And I’ve always wondered if I’d ever 
have someone to share it with and now that answer is crystal 
clear. It’s you and you’re not escaping my grasp.” 


“Are you sure you’re not the one who bumped your head?” | 
ask. 


I’m expecting a laugh but none comes. 


“| get your joke, but this is no laughing matter. | know 
dating etiquette requires you to play coy and me to pursue 
and after three dates maybe something happens, and then a 
few years later maybe | propose, we get married, have two 
and a half kids, a white picket fence, and a golden retriever 
but that’s not how | operate. I’ve heard this story play out so 
many times before and I’ve often seen it end miserably for 
everyone. Divorce or worse. Again, that’s not how | do 
things. Life is short. When I see something | want I go for it 
right then and there. And I want you,” he says. 


He leans in towards me and the thought of pulling my head 
away from him doesn’t even register | just freeze up but as 
he gets closer and closer | feel my eyes close and my lips 
part and then the saltwater taste of his lips as they come 
crashing down against mine. 


CHAPTER 7 


Oliver 


| take her hand as we approach the sand. Then | walk 
around her on the oceans side. 


She laughs. “Why do you want that side so badly?” 


“It’s just like walking on the street. If a car jumps the curb 
or splashes something it hits me and not you. So if a sudden 
wave appears | take the blow and can provide a bit of a 
Shield for you, just enough time to dive out of the way or 
escape ensuring you Survive.” 


“Survive? We're just going for a walk.” 
“And this morning you were just going for a quick surf,” | say. 


| can see her spinning the words over in her head. | don’t 
mean to call her out on what happened or remind her of 
something bad especially considering she’s on a vacation... 
which will become permanent when | win her over. 


But | have to make a strong point about how quickly things 
can change in an instant. Just look at me for instance. | had 
a business meeting last night but decided at the last second 
it wasn’t worth my time and cancelled, opting to come to 
this house for a day or two. 


And then I saw her and now everything has changed... just 
like that. A seemingly random change of plans that will now 
take my life in an opposite direction. 


| knew how beautiful she was at that business dinner | had 
with her father, but she excused herself to study well before 
dessert was served and | was never able to see her again. 


But | never stopped thinking about her... wondering how old 
she was, what she was doing, when | would see her again. 


And | knew | would see her again. 


And now I know. She was twenty years old at that time. 
Now she’s twenty-three, out of the house, and making her 
own decisions. 


Although she has little choice in this matter I’m making the 
decision here and she will absolutely be mine. End of 
discussion. Even that’s not accurate as there won't be a 
discussion. 


| would go absolutely mad if she went away or something 
happened to her, and I’m not going to let either happen 
again. 


And that includes being harmed from the ocean. 


“So you remembered me from that dinner, after all these 
years?” she asks. 


“Remembered isn’t the right word. | was infatuated with 
you,” | say. 


“Infatuated?” 


That’s a pretty strong word, but | guess what else did | 
expect? 


“| never approach anything at less than one hundred 
percent. You can count on that.” 


“| noticed in the way you kiss.” 
“And | noticed you enjoyed it as much as | did.” 


She raises her eyebrows as if she’s going to say something, 
but then realizes my words are true. There’s no sense in 
arguing with the truth. 


“And you. You remember that dinner as well,” | say. 


“You know,” she beings before pausing. “I don’t mean any 
disrespect towards my father at all but there was something 
so different about you. Whenever my father enters a room 
he always owns the room. He has that certain charisma that 
people just defer to him. It’s powerful and I’m sure it was a 
big turn-on for my mom. But that moment that you walked 
in something very different happened. Something I’d never 
seen before in my entire life. People actually deferred to 
you. The way they looked at you in awe, admiration, 
respect, and even fear. | was only used to seeing that 
reaction when my dad got it. But then | looked at my dad 
and noticed that he was looking at you the same way. That’s 
when my entire world got flipped upside down. My 
perception of reality was twisted and | had to know what it 
was about you that made even the most powerful man | 
know look at you in awe.” 


“Your dad is a great man, but yes...| think we have a very 
strong mutual respect.” 


“Mutual respect. Yes. But from him to you it was much more 
than that. | looked online, even watching some of the rare 
interviews you gave. It was captivating. | wrote a paper on 


your natural resources dealings for one of my leadership 
assignments in college. The way you were able to negotiate 
with current landholders while still getting a great deal for 
yourself and a fair deal for the landholders and the country. 
And of course the country has gotten richer in the form of 
taxes and you’ve gotten richer in the form of selling those 
resources throughout Asia and now the world. A true win- 
win in the business world.” 


“What grade did you get on that paper?” 
She smiles. “An A.” 


| squeeze her hand a bit tighter and then release it bringing 
my hand up to the back of her neck, taking her neck in my 
grip feeling its swanlike features as | guide her slightly up 
the shore towards an ice cream stand. She deserves a 
reward for that paper of hers. 


“| need to use the ladies room,” she says a few minutes later 
as we arrive. 


“It’s just in that building over there,” | say pointing to the 
restaurant next door “They share a restroom so it’s totally 
okay to use theirs even though we're over here.” 


“I'll be right back,” she says. 


She moves away and | have to consciously loosen my grip 
on her so she can go to the bathroom. My hands 
immediately feel empty, like something has been taken from 
me. Even though I know she'll be right back in a few 
minutes | can still feel that void of her absence. 


| walk a few steps over to the ice cream stand and order two 
of their most famous choices. 


“That’s one hot lady you got there,” the guy says. 


“What did you say?” | say feeling rage fill me as my eyes 
narrow and | feel my hands ball up into fists at my sides. 


“Your woman,” he says as he prepares the ice creams. 

“She’s really h—” He stops in mid-sentence as he turns from 
the ice cream machine and sees that I’m looking at him so 
deeply I’m looking through him. | could rip this little son of 
a bitch to shreds for talking about her like that. 


“My woman,” I say. “You had it right and you should have 
stopped there.” 


“Sorry buddy. | didn’t mean any—” 


“That’s right. You didn’t mean to say something stupid and 
damn near get your ass kicked.” | look at him from head to 
toe and back up letting him know I’ve sized him up and he’s 
nothing to me, especially because of what he said about 
her “Your generation needs to learn some manners, son. 
You don’t look at another man’s woman and you sure don’t 
talk about one either.” 


He sets the ice creams on the counter and quickly backs 
away placing his palms in the air in a gesture that says he 
doesn’t want any part of what I’ve got to offer. 


“They're on the house.” 
“| don’t need any favors from anyone, especially someone 


who talks about my woman. And | don’t steal.” I slap the 
money down on the counter and take the ice creams. 


“Oh, raspberry. My favorite,” Charlotte says as she 
approaches. | feel her hand grab my arm and she must 
immediately feel my muscles are flexed and ready for action. 


“What’s wrong?” she says. 


“Nothing,” I say. “Let’s continue our walk,” | finish as | keep 
my eyes on the ice cream shop employee. 


I’m definitely not one to lash out at a kid, or someone 
smaller than me...especially for no reason. But that guy 
must have been Charlotte’s age and damn near my height 
and weight within twenty pounds. And there was no doubt 
that he was taking steroids recently. | could see it in the 
form of his manmade muscles. | know those types. All show 
and no substance. Regardless, he was welcome to challenge 
me anytime he wanted, but wisely chose not too. 


l'Il fight anyone who talks about my woman whether they do 
it behind my back or to my face. She’s mine and mine 
alone. 


And by that | mean | will possess her just like she’s 
possessed every ounce of me. How she’s all | can think 
about and how she’s the only woman I’ve ever wanted this 
badly and the only one who can ever complete me. 


Me...and no one else 


CHAPTER 8 


Charlotte 
| open my eyes and the first thing | see is him. 
“What happened?” | ask. 


“You laid down while | was making dinner and then you fell 
asleep.” 


| feel more refreshed than | have in years. After a year of 
working my butt off, including a lot of Saturdays, | guess my 
body had finally had enough. And my mind knew | don’t 
have to be at work for six more days so it was able to relax 
versus to anticipating an alarm clock. 

“I’m sorry We can eat now.” 

He smiles. “Breakfast you mean.” 

“What time is it?” 

“Morning.” 

“Morning? How long did | sleep?” 


“Eighteen hours.” 


“Oh my gosh,” | say embarrassed. Then the thought hits 
me. “Wait a second. How long were you sitting here?” 


“More than seventeen of those hours,” he says. 


Wait a second. He sat in a chair next to the bed | was in for 
three quarters of a complete day? 


“You're beautiful when you sleep. The way your chest 
moves up and down slowly. The way you look so peaceful 
and content when you’re passed out.” 

I’m not so sure if | feel peaceful and content now though. 
But the proof is in the pudding. I slept better than ever and 
| didn’t seem to notice him sitting there. 


“You even opened your eyes once and reached your hand 
out to mine.” 


“Very funny!” | say quickly rolling over to slap his leg, but he 
catches me by the wrist in mid-air during my attempt to 
playfully hit him. 


“I’m not joking. You don’t remember?” He seems shocked 
that | could forget. 


“No,” | say. 

“| have it on video if you want to see it.” 

“What?” 

“Just kidding,” he says. He rolls my wrist over in his hand 
and kisses the inside. | look up at him and see the smirk on 
his face. 


“So you do have a sense of humor,” | say. 


“| got you there for a second though.” 


“You did. | mean come on... you are kind of over the top.” 


“Committed. I’m focused on what I want and committed to 
getting it.” 


“| guess that’s another way to look at it,” | say. 
“The only way as far as I’m concerned.” 


| run through a mental checklist in my head. Possessive? 
Absolutely. Quick to anger? Check. Just ask the ice cream 
guy. Borderline stalker? Seventeen plus hours watching me 
sleep. Confirmation there. 


| feel like I’m in a bad B movie and I’m the girl who’s too 
stupid to live, but for some reason | feel more alive than | 
ever have. 


| have someone who’s completely obsessed with me, just the 
way lam. I can’t even get a guy to compliment my shoes or 
my dresses at work and | have this guy practically 
worshipping the ground | walk on. 


And he’s not just some guy. _He’s the guy I’ve had a crush on 
for a few years. The guy who’s so powerful he even 
overshadows my own father The guy I thought | always 
wanted and now that I’ve got him, or he’s got me more 
accurately, | have to question this. 


But why? 


Is this a primal reaction to this kind of behavior? Is this my 
inner conscious telling me something’s wrong and that | 
should run? But why is it happening at the same time I’m 
getting even stronger signals to increase my grip on his 


hand which is gripping mine and pull him in closer to the 
bed I’m in? 


And his kiss. Oh my god his kiss. He kissed me hard and 
with real meaning. Real feeling. This wasn’t some early 
twenties guy who’s still timid to kiss a girl in public and not 
really sure how to do it once he gets the chance. Nor is it 
some guy who only kisses because he knows that gets a 
woman closer to what that guy only wanted in the first 
place...sex. And very shortly after he gets his pump he’s 
ready to deliver his dump, using women for his own physical 
satisfaction. 


Oliver is nothing like that. Not one bit. 

And that’s what scares me the most. | know this guy is so 
intense that once | get with him it’s going to be so hot and 
heavy that l'Il be ruined for anyone else forever, not that 
anyone else even exists right now. I’ve never met a guy | 
wanted to give myself to and I know once |! give myself to 
Oliver I’m going to be his and his alone. 


He’s made himself very clear of that. Actually he says I’m 
his already. 


He’s claiming me. Proud to have me. Wanting me so badly. 
“I guess you might be right,” | say, coming to a conclusion. 
“I know l'm right. Just like I’m right about us.” 

His look is so intense. How after being awake all night. 


“You didn’t sleep at all?” 


“How could |. And miss one second watching the most 
beautiful woman in the world in such a peaceful state. 
Watching you was like the best form of meditation ever 
invented. Knowing you were safe here with me. Knowing 
what lies ahead for us...together” 

“What lies ahead for us together?” | ask. 


“There’s only one time when | won’t be direct with you,” he 
says. 


“And let me guess. That’s now?” 

“That’s when I have a surprise planned just for you.” 

“So you have something planned?” 

“This is your vacation, remember? I’m your host. It’s my job 
to show you the best time of your life... before our two lives 
become one.” 


Yeah, he’s completely psycho. 


And I'm completely in love with him. 


CHAPTER 9 


Charlotte 


| take a quick shower and change and we stroll up the road 
hand in hand to the coolest place to eat I’ve ever seen. 


It’s called Crate and it’s entirely open and full of beautiful 
and friendly people. 


| stand waiting for a table watching everyone with their dogs 
come and go. There are Balinese people and Australian 
people enjoying the morning in such a lovely way together. 
A lot of the people arrive on scooters together and those 
that don’t just stroll in by foot in their flip flops. 


| could really really get used to this way of life Not having 
to wedge my foot into some sort of uncomfortable shoe 
every morning and then down two cups of coffee just to feel 
awake while my boss asks for some report that was due 
yesterday? No thank you to that and yes please to this. 


A table opens up and | grab it, sharing it with another 
couple. | like that it’s so social and you can meet people so 
easily here. 


A few minutes later Oliver is there holding an acai bowl 
which they call an “eggxelent” and two coffees. 


I’m starved and the minute he sets them down on the table | 
dig into the eggxelent, which is made up of fried eggs, fresh 
salsa, toast, and Parmesan. 


“Oh my gosh this is so good,” | say in-between bites. 
“Want me to order another one?” he says. 


“At the rate I’m tearing through this one it might be a good 
idea,” | say before looking at his bowl. “How’s your acai 
bowl?” | ask grabbing my clean spoon and quickly sticking it 
into his breakfast too, but he’s too fast, blocking me with his 
own spoon. 


For the next few seconds we “sword fight” like two little kids 
with our utensils. I’m having so much fun right now if he 
asked me to stay here in Bali with him | would. 


But I’m trying to be realistic. | have a life, a job, a lease... all 
that stuff back home. 


Not to mention he’s my dad’s best friend. There’s 
complicated and then there's this. 


This... unlike him I’m not even quite sure what that is 
though. But deep down | know. _ I’m just denying it for some 
reason. | just can’t believe this is real. Life doesn’t work this 
way. Life isn’t this perfect. I’m not someone who's filled 
with angst or anything, but you just don’t get what you want 
this easily You have to work for it and even then true 
happiness and the family you've always wanted isn’t 
guaranteed. 


And life is full of compromises, but here it just seems like 
there are none. | can hardly remember getting tossed on my 
back by that wave yesterday because | can hardly remember 
a time without him. He’s so possessive it’s like he consumes 
me. He just gets under my skin and becomes part of me, 

but in a good way. It’s almost like his vibe and his desire 
have become a part of me and it’s completely intoxicating. 


An hour later we finish our breakfast. 
“What do you recommend for today?” | ask. 


“We have more options than you could imagine. There’s 
shopping in all kinds of little boutiques. There’s the farmer’s 
style markets which have anything and everything under 
the sun. We can try surfing again, or ride a jet ski. We can 
rent a motorbike and explore the island. Maybe feed some 
monkeys? We can have a drink and stare out at the ocean, 
while I stare at you. We can hop from coffee shop to coffee 
shop trading the sounds of freshly brewed coffee with the 
saltwater air We can lounge at one of the pools by the 
ocean. We can go to an art gallery We can even rent a bike 
and weave in and out of Bali’s notoriously packed traffic... 
like an adventure within an adventure. Or we can even rent 
a cabana or a of couple chairs and just lounge by the water 
all day. You can work on your tan if you want.” 


“Hey! Are you saying I’m pale?” | joke. 


“I’m saying the world is your oyster and we can do anything 
or everything you want here.” 


‘Well, I’ve already lost over a day with the flight and the big 
night’s sleep.” 


“You haven’t lost anything,” he says bringing the tips of his 
fingers to my cheek. “Remember that this is just the first 
day of forever in paradise for us. We've got all the time in 
the world to let the stress just melt away.” 


“How about | melt right into those big arms of yours?” And 
that’s it. | slipped and let my true feeling out. 


“A cabana on the coast it is,” he says. “A lazy day by the 
ocean. We'll rent a motorbike just two minutes up here on 
the main road and we'll be relaxing in fifteen minutes.” 


“From breakfast to the beach in fifteen minutes.” 
“It could be less, but we need our own private spot.” 


“We do,” I say. “I don’t want to share you,” | say letting all 
my worries go and wrapping my arms around him. 


“And there’s no way I’m ever sharing you with anyone ever 
You're mine for good,” he says as he leans forward and our 
two lips meet. 


CHAPTER 10 


Oliver 


| wrap my arms around her from behind in our private 
cabana as we watch the sunset streak the skyline with hues 
of pink above the Indian Ocean. 


The sun slowly hides itself beneath the horizon, but there’s 
one thing I’ve been doing a terrible job of hiding all day... my 
rock hard erection. 

| tried laying on my stomach. Fail. 


| tried pouring cold water on myself. Didn’t work. 


| tried to think of something else... anything else. Not 
happening. 


My thoughts are fixated on her and my plan for an amazing 
dinner and five star resort hotel tonight are falling apart fast. 


| can’t wait. | need to have her before | explode. The 
pressure and pain are immense. 


And | know the pleasure will be more than all of that 
temporary delay in claiming her for mine. 


We cuddle watching the sun complete its descent and | 
bring my hand around to her neck placing my fingers gently, 
but firmly along her throat and turning her head back to me. 


We've been kissing all day long and it’s making me desire 
her so damn bad that I’m becoming like a wild animal. 


Before her head and body are completely turned | kiss her as 
| run my hands through her hair. 


There’s no more waiting. | can’t stop myself now. 


I’m on top of her immediately My hands are next to her 
shoulders on the bed as we kiss passionately. 


Her hands come up and wrap around me pulling her body in 
closer to mine. | feel her nails dig into my back and it’s all 
pleasure, no pain. 


| slide my hands in underneath her and our bodies 
intertwine as one. 


Before | know what’s happening we’re rolling left and right 
as our mouths devour each others. 


My tongue finds the inside of her mouth and hers mine 
before they tangle together tasting each other. 


My knee slides in between her legs and | feel her wetness on 
my thigh. 


My cock pulses against her stomach and a moan escapes her 
mouth and | swallow it whole just like I’m going to swallow 
her. 


I want to make this romantic. | want to make this last all 
night, but my need is too strong. | can’t wait. 


My head is spinning as our bodies are rolling... completely 
out of control. 


CHAPTER 11 


Charlotte 


My desire to feel him inside me has been escalating all day 
and now it’s reached a fevered pitch. 


Our bodies move about the cabana like two snakes mating 
and then suddenly | feel our bodies falling. 


With a thud his back hits the sand, but we don’t stop. It only 
heightens my own desire and by the pressure his cock is 
putting against my midsection, his as well. 


We roll down the beach the sand getting everywhere but 
neither one of us caring. 


| feel like this is both the hottest thing and the most 
romantic thing that’s ever happened to me and it’s all 
happening at once. 


Seconds later | feel the waves underneath me and my brain 
registers we've made it all the way to the water’s edge... not 
that it’s registering much else. 


He’s so big and strong and when he’s above me in our roll | 
feel so small and feminine underneath him. It’s like I’m a 
rag doll that he can toss and turn as he pleases and that’s 
exactly what’s pleasing me, making me wetter and wetter, 
and peaking my desire making me ready to beg him to enter 
me and to make me his like he’s promised all along. 


All the motion in the sand has loosened my tied bikini top 
and side tied bikini bottoms, and his shorts have slid down 
so low | can feel his bare pubic bone grinding against me. 


“You ready for me,” he says. 
“Yes,” | moan. “Take me. Make me... yours.” 


His hand grabs for my bikini top and he yanks it to the sides 
and | feel the breeze across my nipples which make them 
harden but they’re already hard enough to cut glass. 


He takes my breast in my hand. “Uhhh,” he moans from 
deep within his being, the sound escaping his mouth and 
right into my ear as he nibbles at my lobe. 


| firm my ass against the sand and grind my hips up feeling 
the cool wash of the ocean underneath me yet again in 
rhythm, but it’s the rhythm of him entering and exiting me 
that | want more than anything. 


| grab for his trunks, jerking them to down a bit my hand 
darting inside finding his massive cock which is now above 
and out of his shorts. | feel his belly button against the back 
of my hand and realize he’s so hard his dick is somewhere 
up in the middle of his abs. Good lord he must be ten inches 
or more and all of what he’s got is about to be mine. 


“Uhhh,” he moans as | bend his cock at the shaft trying to 
position it to the side of my suit. His hand grabs my bottoms 
and pulls them to the side exposing my pussy and | feel the 
head of his dick twitch along my folds and I grit my teeth 
and breathe out hard. 


“Fuck me,” | moan in between attempts to breathe 


“Oh you’re gonna get fucked all right,” 
“All night long,” he says. 

“Promise?” 

“| swear it.” 


And | feel the head of his dick slide inside me and my mouth 
opens wide, but no sound comes out. 


| breathing through my mouth, unable to catch my breath as 
my chest hitches and another wave slides under me the cool 
to his heat. 


There are great ways to lose your virginity and then there’s 
this. This next level mind bending sex that he’s been 
promising and now is delivery in its entirety as his hips 
move back dragging his shaft through my walls as | feel 
every inch he’s given me so far. 


| grab down hard and feel my hands fill with sand, not caring 
where sand is going anymore. 


My arms bend at the elbows and my hands bring the sand 
straight up. He slides back inside me. I grit my teeth and 
hurl the sand violently to the sides and flex my abs as | 
thrust my body up towards his wrapping my arms around his 
back and grinding my body against his. 


| feel my body rise and then move. 
| open my eyes and see he’s holding me in the shallow 


water. His hands grip my ass hard as he raises and lowers 
me on his cock. 


| move my groin in rhythm furiously feeling my clit getting 
the perfect rub from his cock and then a wave hits us from 
the side but his rock hard thighs simply flex and the wave 
only drives him deeper inside me right... into... my... G-spot. 


“I'm coming!” | yell and | feel a warm wave of my own form 
inside me and crash out through my pussy and cover his 
cock and it’s immediately met with a geyser of its own as he 
explodes inside me sending my body upward as my eyelids 
open before my eyes roll back in my head and my arms flex 
harder sending my fingernails deeper into his skin as our 
simultaneous climax bonds us for eternity. 


But this is just the start. 


| feel a second wave from him which unleashes a second 
wave from me as my head spins and | feel like I’ve died and 
gone to heaven. 


“My knees,” he says. “I can’t stand. You...drained...me. 
Everything—” 


A bigger wave slaps us right against the side sending us 
tumbling but sideways, not in toward the shore and his cock 
stays inside me as we're pulled out into the ocean. 


| feel like I’m inside a washing machine... like this isn’t really 
real and then | feel my body stop moving and the water 
move all around us and I’m upright again. 


| open my eyes and he’s got his big arms around me, his 
biceps flexing as he carries me back towards the shore. 


| look down and see he’s still inside me and am completely 
stunned at the superhero sex that just transpired. 


We reach the cabana and he lays me down on my back 
before collapsing on the mattress next to me face first. 


| watch his body move up and down and up and down like 
he can barely breathe and | lean over and kiss him on the 
shoulder. 


Suddenly he spins and is facing me and his lips find mine 
again. 


His hands cup my face hard and he stares right into my eyes 
as he snarls, “You are so fucking perfect. So... fucking... 
perfect.” 


My breath accelerates again having never come down from 
all the excitement from before and I’m already ready for 
round two. 


“And you’re mine. All mine.” 


CHAPTER 12 


Charlotte 


We understandably wake up late the next morning and after 
another go round in the morning we jump on a motorbike for 
the trek to Ubud. 


It’s so fun weaving in and out of the chaotic traffic and when 
we find more open roads the wind in your hair is so freeing 
and liberating. You're required to wear a helmet, but the 
helmets aren’t the massive motorcycle kinds back home. 
They're more like an improvement on a bicycle helmet so 
there’s a lot of freedom of movement and your head doesn’t 
get so hot. 


And that’s more and more what this is becoming about. It’s 
ironic that he’s so possessive, but in being so it gives me 
tremendous freedom. If he wasn’t such a take-charge kind 
of guy I’d just be lying around on the beach reading books 
and doing some minor activities. Those things are great, but 
the feeling of adventure...the connection...the places he’s 
taking me to eat...everything, it all ties in to his ability to 
control everything. 


And he’s definitely a Type A personality, but it doesn’t 
bother me. It’s not like he’s some boss talking down to me 
or yelling at me or forcing me to do something | don’t want 
to do. It’s more like he’s helping me explore sides of myself | 
didn’t really know | had. My self-confidence is sky high as 
he makes me feel like | can do anything, including bringing 
such a powerful man to his knees which I’ve already done 
more than once. 


Once we arrive in Ubud we have lunch and head over to the 
Royal Pita Maha hotel. 


The pool is to die for. It’s like an artist handmade three 
incredible drop pools on the side of a huge ravine. They’re 
drop pools because they’re “stacked” one on top of the other 
as you descend the stairs down the ravine. They’re 
surrounded by infinite greenery and there’s even a 
horseshoe bend in the river way down below where rafters 
shout out their excitement from time to time as they pass by. 


We start off with a swim in the big infinity pool on level one 
and then grab the tower elevator to the temple pool and 
take a dip in the sacred waterfall waters which are supposed 
to rejuvenate and replenish your youth. I’m all for that. 


Then we walk down the banks of the Ayung River to swim in 
nature as the waiter brings us freshly squeezed mango 
juices as we relax in an area surrounded by the tallest jungle 
walls ever. 


| can’t even imagine being at my desk right now filling out 
reports or dealing with clients. This is the life and I don’t 
want it to ever end. It’s like my prior life is long gone, not 
that it was bad or anything, | just never knew this kind of life 
was really possible. 


And it wasn’t on my budget. 


| try and pay for some things but Oliver insists. He says it’s 
a real man’s responsibility to take care of his woman and 
that means she’s not to work either, unless she wants to “for 
fun.” 


| ask him what he means for fun and he describes me 
starting a passion project to enrich my life, but knowing that 
he’s making real money and there are no worries if my 
business fails or succeeds. He says the irony there is that 
without the pressure to grow quickly, answer to 
shareholders, and all the other things that normal 
businesses are accountable for that my business has a much 
higher chance of actually succeeding. 


| listen intently, enamored by his voice and his desire to 
make me happy... if this kind of “work” would do such a 
thing and | would choose to pursue it. But he insists that it’s 
completely unnecessary. He’s a throwback and he takes 
pride in his woman not having to work unless she wants to 
for personal enrichment. 


| imagine myself at my cubicle for the next thirty to forty 
years and it’s not a difficult decision to make. 


The only real decision at this point is how I’m going to break 
this news to my dad. 


| know Oliver and | know he’s sincere and this isn’t some 

holiday romance for him. He’s a busy guy and he doesn’t 
mess around, in business or in life. When he says I’m his 

then I’m his. 


And that goes in every way. 
But how do I explain this to my dad. 
“Hey there, kids,” a voice comes from the restaurant. “I 


thought | might find you here,” my dad voice bellows 
through the ravine. 


It looks like I’ve got about five seconds to figure that 
question out. 


CHAPTER 13 


Oliver 


| set my drink down and quickly come to the realization that 
discussion that needs to be had needs to be had a lot sooner 
than | expected. 


| planned to put a ring on her finger before her ticket had 
her due back, and l'II still do that, but if | had that yes from 
her and she had my ring on her finger I think it would have 
reduced the chance of Carl putting up a big fight. 


Too late for that now 

“Looks like you two are having fun,” he says. 

“A great time, dad,” Charlotte says. | can see a little tension 
in her voice, but not much. | can feel that she’s as content 
with what’s about to go down as | am. 

“| had a business meeting in Singapore and wanted to swing 
by and see what you were up to. I checked with the 
motorbike rental place by Oliver’s place and they said you 
headed this direction earlier today. | figured I’d try my luck 
here at the pool and | got lucky on the first try Mai tai 
anyone?” he says. 

“Would you like a Mai Tai?” the bartender asks. 

“Better make that three shots of Patrón,” | say. 


“Okay. Coming right up,” he says and begins pouring them. 


“Patron, huh?” Carl says. “You’re not messing around.” 
“No, I’m not,” | say. 


The bartender quickly pours the shots and places them on 
the bar. Carl’s still in a jovial mood from getting off the 
plane and getting here to this tropical paradise. | hate to 
ruin it for him, but we’ll have to see just how much longer it 
lasts. 


“What are we toasting to,” he says as he passes a shot glass 
to Charlotte and then to me. 


“Your lovely daughter and her vacation in paradise. Thank 
you for setting this up,” | say. 


“It was nothing,” he says. “To my lovely daughter,” he says 
raising his shot glass. 


“To your daughter,” | say. “And my soon to be wife,” | say 
and we all tip the shot glasses back. 


Carl about chokes on his shot then starts laughing. “l 
thought you said my soon to be wife right before | tipped it 
back.” 

“| did,” | say. 

Carl just looks at me and my stoic expression. Then his face 
turns to Charlotte and she has a “this isn’t going to turn out 
well, sorry dad,” look on her face. 


“Is this a joke?” he says. 


“Not at all. And I have to tell you it wasn’t planned. | mean | 
just met her three years ago and | knew then she was the 
most special girl in the world, but when we bumped into 
each other here it was immediate fireworks.” 


“Bumped into? This is your house. You knew she'd be 
here!” 


“One of my homes that | rarely visit, and | didn’t know that. 
You didn’t tell me she was coming, remember? It’s 
completely by chance, but it’s the chance of a lifetime for 
both of us. It was meant to be, against all odds that we’d 
even be here at the same time.” 


“Against all odds that you’re marrying her” he says tossing 
his shot glass into the river. 


“Let’s go, Charlotte!” he says and turns to walk back towards 
the elevator “Let’s get out of here.” 


| know this isn’t going to be easy for her, but I already know 
her decision and what she’s going to say. 


“I'm sorry, dad... but I’m staying. With him.” 


CHAPTER 14 


Charlotte 


“| really should give them two weeks notice,” | say. 


“You worked for them for an entire year and they only gave 
you one week of holiday. Offering to work remotely for a 
week, or two if you insist, is fair enough in the times we live 
in.” 


“Yeah, | guess you’re right,” | say, leaning into him as we 
arrive at Bali’s private jet airport, Ngurah Rai International 
Airport. 


“And you don’t have to give them another minute of your 
time if you don’t want. Just remember that. You never have 
to work again as far as I’m concerned,” he says. 


“Thank you,” | say. He kisses me on the top of my head as 
we prepare for our flight to Sydney. 


He even sent a moving team over to my apartment to take 
care of my things and we spoke with my landlord over the 
phone about cancelling my lease. This was all too easy. 


Less than an hour later our plane is taking off from this 
magical paradise and things with Oliver and | are about to 
get alot more real. I’m not scared though. | know he has 
big plans for us and I’m looking forward to it. | just didn’t 
know how big his plans were until... 


“Look out that window,” he says, placing his hand on the 
back of my neck. | feel the heat of his hand and know it’s 
the way he loves. He loves guiding me, sometimes even 
controlling me... possessing me. It’s his way and I’ve quickly 
learned to love it too. | don’t spend my day making tons of 
little decisions about everything or wasting one second. 
He’s in control of everything all the time and | can just sit 
back relax and enjoy. But I know once we get to Australia 
that will change. I’m not the type of person to lie around all 
day and | know l'Il want to make decisions of my own, and 
he already told me he'll support me in whatever decision | 
do make. 


I’m his, as he likes to remind me, but because I’m his the 
world is my oyster He said he’s going to get more pleasure 
than he ever has in helping me navigate my way through 
life and provide guidance in ways he wished he’d had. He 
promised me I’d never hit a roadblock, a speed bump, ora 
pothole in life’s highway because he’s already hit them 
himself and he’s cleared the path just for me. And for us. 
His second time through. 


He says being with me invigorates him. Makes him feel even 
younger than he looks and seems, to me at least. And that 
everything he has isn’t worth having unless there’s someone 
there to share it with. 

And that someone is me. 


“You see that?” he says. 


“Yeah. It looks like the beach where we... got to know each 
other better” 


“It is. It was always just a beach where I surfed and had a 
home, but now it means so much more. People often refer to 


Bali as paradise, but now this exact spot is the true 
definition of paradise because it will forever be the place 
that | made you mine. And in every way. The physical. The 
mental. The spiritual. I’m not one for esoteric words or 
catchphrases, but | can say with absolute clarity and 
certainty that you are my soulmate and | am yours forever. 
And | want to show you, and the world, just how much you 
mean to me,” he says. 


His hands reaches around the side of his seat and he 
removes a small black box. 


He opens it and inside is a diamond engagement ring so big 
| have no idea how anyone would even be able to lift their 
hand if they were wearing it. 


“We're approaching the clouds now, but every moment with 
you I’m on cloud nine. Every second is like I’m in heaven. 
You and you alone make me this way. My head is in the 
clouds and | don’t ever want to come down. Stay with me, 
up here in the clouds...even when our feet find the ground 
our heads can be here forever. If you accept this ring to be 
my bride. Will you marry me?” 


| look at the ring in awe. And then I look at him. “You want 
to keep your head in the clouds, huh?” 


“Always,” he says. 
“Well that’s where you’ve taken mine and | don’t ever want 
to come down either | want to keep this dream going... with 


you. Yes!” | say. 


He slides the ring on my finger and | immediately feel the 
weight. 


He takes my face in both of his hands and kisses me hard. 
“| love you,” he says. 
“| love you.” 


He reaches around the side of the seat and removes a 
champagne bottle 


“Congratulations you two,” comes over the airplane’s 
intercom. 


| just smile. 
“This is for you,” the pilot says. 


| feel the plane bank and then move in some very curious 
positions. 


“Oh!” I say as his quick turn sends me right into Oliver’s lap. 


It’s like an amusement park ride, but a private one in the 
Sky. 


Is there anything that this man doesn’t make exciting? | 
know he surely planned this out with the pilot. 


And after a few more movements that make me feel like 
we're in one of those airplane aerobatic shows, the pilot 
comes back over the intercom. “Congratulations, boss,” he 
Says. 

“Thanks Dave,” Oliver says. 


He points out the window and there it is. 


Dave has drawn a big heart and a O + C underneath it in the 
sky using the plane’s exhaust. 


And it’s right over our beach. 
| look out the window and feel my eyes water up. 
“This is so perfect,” I say. “Too perfect.” 


“You're so perfect,” he says wiping my tear away. “And 
nothing is too perfect for you, my fiancé.” 


| bury my head in his chest and then pull back and lean 
back in for a hard kiss. 


| feel the coolness of his hand that was holding the 
champagne bottle. 


“Your hand is cold,” | say in-between sobs of joy. 

“| have to take measures to cool myself down whenever 
you’re around. You make my heartbeat fast. Now how about 
that celebratory drink?” he asks. 


“How ‘bout it,” | say. 


He pours two flutes of champagne and we clink our glasses 
as we ascend to the heavens... together. 


EPILOGUE 


Charlotte 


Three months later 


“I'd like to place an order for a ton of copper,” the voice on 
the phone says. 


There’s a lot of static on the line. The call must be coming 
from overseas. 


“I'm sorry, but we just do small quantities. We handle the 
jewelry supply. My husband’s company handles the orders 
for industry and manufacturing.” 


“Is there a way to schedule a sit down with the both of you? 
Maybe we can work something out.” 


No. It can’t be “Dad?” 

“You still recognize your old man’s voice?” 

“Oh my gosh. You know I’d never forget. Where are you?” 
l'm completely shocked that he called. | haven’t spoken to 


him or my mom since Bali. 


“Does Oliver still keep that pair of binoculars in the top right 
drawer of his desk?” 


“i don’t know. | never checked.” 


“How well do you really know this guy?” my dad asks ina 
joking way. | laugh. “Can you go grab them and zoom in on 
the base of the Opera House?” 

“Yes. Of course! Stay on the line with me.” 


| run over to the adjoining office and burst in without 
thinking. 


“Everything okay, beautiful?” Oliver asks. 
“Dad,” | mouth as I point at the phone 


Oliver’s eyebrows raise and he nods before standing up from 
his desk. 


“Do you have binoculars in the top right—” 


Before | can finish he’s got the drawer open, has pulled them 
out, and is handing them to me. 


| take them and then take him by the hand bringing him 
back into my office as we quickly move to the window. 


| zoom in on the opera house and see two little figures there 
waving. And my dad has binoculars too! 


“| see you,” he says into the phone. 
“And | see you!” | say waving back. 
“Right in front,” | say handing the binoculars over to Oliver. 


He looks through them and then drops them to waist level 
just shaking his head in amusement. 


“Let me put you on speaker,” | say. 
“Charlotte?” comes over the line. 
“Mom!” 

“Oh honey. How are you?” 

“You wouldn’t believe me if | told you.” 
“That good huh?” 


“And that pregnant,” I say. “I just found out yesterday. | 
tried to call you but—” 


“Oh we were on a airplane,” my dad quickly says. 

“But now you’re here!” | say. 

“And we've got tickets for the opera tonight. Four tickets. 
We were just wondering if there was a beautiful couple who 
might want to join us. Hmmm. Maybe you know 


somebody?” my dad says. 


“| think we might know someone,” | say turning to Oliver. | 
give him a big hug. 


“Come on up to the office, Carl. We'll have lunch.” 


“How about you come down here by the water and all four of 
us will have some fish right here by the water’s edge?” 


“You got yourself a deal,” he says. 


“No talking shop!” my mom says. 


“We've got much more important things to talk about, 
Cindy,” Oliver says. “Like picking out a name for your first 
grandchild.” 

“Oh Charlotte,” my mom’s voice hits me like a ton of bricks 
and | feel the waterworks already starting. “We missed you 
SO much.” 

“| missed you,” | say in between sniffles. 

“We missed you,” Oliver says. 


| hug him tight and then grab him by the hand and run 
toward the elevators. 


Oliver is always in charge, but not right now. I need to get 
to them and share the news in person and l'Il drag him there 
if | have to. 


But of course | don’t. | can see in his eyes that he’s just as 
excited as | am. 


He’s about to get his best friend back. And he’s also about 
to get his first child. 


The first of many he told me last night when | told him. 
| couldn’t agree more. 


We've got a lot of work to do to fill up that house in Bali. It’s 
too big for the two of us, but a house full of kids? 


Just right. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Oliver 
Ten years later 


“Go ahead and toss the anchor, mate,” | say to our oldest 
son Lachlan. 


He throws the anchor overboard just like | showed him at the 
port and | throw the anchor out the back. The boat comes to 
a standstill a few moments later. 


“All right, kids. Last one to the shore’s a rotten egg,” | yell. 


Lachlan, age nine, is immediately out the front and into the 
water. He’s paddling towards the shore as fast as he can in 
his life jacket. 


Matilda, our seven-year-old, it out the side of the boat right 
after him and she’s close on his heels... also in a lifejacket. 


| give the kids a good head start and then I’m in the water. 


Charlotte stays back with Georgia, our three-year-old. She 
already told me she wanted to get some sun on the deck 
before the crowds started to roll in. 


We've been sailing around the Croatian islands for ten days 
now. As an Aussie sailing is practically in my blood, and | 
want it to be something my kids experience at a young age 


as well. | hope they love it as much as I do so it’s something 
we can share for years to come. 


So far, so good. The kids have been great and are really 
enjoying our trip. 


But today is something special. We’re at Stiniva Cove in Vis, 
Croatia. It’s an island that’s harder to get to compared to 
some of the others and the beach we're at was named 
Europe’s best beach a few years back. It looks like 
something out of a James Bond movie, which intrigued me. 
And the privacy aspect of the way it’s laid out made me 
want to check it out even more. 


I’m all about days with just our family and our family only. | 
don’t want to share them with anyone on this trip. They do 
enough running around with their sports, and recitals, and 
other school stuff during the year. This time is our time, our 
family time. 


Dad made sure of that. 


As soon as | reach the shore | see another boat off in the 
distance making its way towards the cove. 


| quickly high five the kids for a great swim to the shore and 
tell them to sit tight on the rocks. This is a peaceful place 
and no one will bother them...and I’m going to make sure 
no-one will bother my family either 


| paddle out towards our boat and motion for the other guy 
to turn around. 


“Not right now, buddy,” I say. “We were here first. It’s our 
beach until the top of the hour and then anyone can join.” 


The man looks at me and opens his mouth like he’s going to 
pop off, but he sees the intensity in my eyes and puts the 
engine in reverse and backs away. Wisely he doesn’t 
mumble anything under his breath. 


| keep an eye on him until he’s far enough away and then | 
board our boat again. 


“You're getting better,” Charlotte says. 


“Nobody compromises our happiness. We were here first 
and this beach is ours.” 


“After forty-five minutes or so the kids will be ready to try 
out somewhere new and he can have it all to himself” 


“Exactly,” I say. “As long as he doesn’t lose his mind and try 
anything crazy before then,” | say. 


“Come here,” Charlotte says. 


| kneel down on the deck and she kisses me on the cheek. 
I’m still watching that boat to make sure he drops anchor. 


“Honey, it’s okay. We already won. You already won. We've 
got the beach to ourselves for a while. Let’s enjoy it.” 


“lam enjoying it,” I say. “I get more satisfaction out of 
giving my family the best things in life | can and a moment 
here alone to have this beach to ourselves is priceless.” 


“You're priceless,” she says. 


| turn to her and the reflection of the morning sun off the 
water sparkles in her beautiful big brown eyes. 


“You've been watching over us for ten plus years now and | 
thank you for it...and love you for it,” she says. 


| place my hands gently around her neck and move her head 
to the side. 


“You still have that beautiful swan-like neck that | love so 
much,” I say. “Wait. What is this?” | say seeing a bruise on 
her neck. “Where did this come from?” 

“Very funny? You don’t remember?” 


“No. Tell me.” 


Her finger comes up to my lips. “Your kisses got a little 
carried away last night Mr Hickey Giver” 


“I did that?” 

“Don’t pretend like you don’t remember” 

“| told you long ago. When we get together it’s like 
lightning strikes me. | lose control every time. | get totally 
lost in consuming you, being one with you, feeling that first 
time all over again, my love.” 


“What does my love mean?” Georgia asks. 


“My love is what you call a person you love,” | say to her. 
She’s so adorable. 


“Should | call you mommy and daddy or my love?” 


“Come here, precious,” | say bringing her close to me and 
holding her tight. 


“My love,” she says. 
“You're my love,” | say to her 
“Dad! Hurry. Let’s jump from the side of the canyon.” 


“That boy is fearless, Oliver Can you please keep an eye on 
him?” Charlotte asks. 


“Only when my eyes aren’t on you...so | can’t promise 
anything.” 


| give her a wink and turn to see Lachlan climbing the side of 
the cliff in his life jacket. 


The cliff faces in at an angle and his lifejacket is on tight so | 
know he can’t do anything other than have fun. Plus | 
studied the underwater geography before we came and 
looked at it on our underwater map that our sonar system 
provides when we arrived. 


No way am l ever letting anything happen to my children or 
my wife. 


They are mine after all. Mine all mine 

Forever and always. 

“Beat you to the top!” | say. 

| turn back and look at my beautiful wife. The mother of my 
children. My soul mate. She gives me a wink and slaps me 
on the ass which | use as an excuse to playfully fall over the 


side. 


“You're strong,” | say when | breach the surface. 


“My love for you. That’s what’s strongest,” she says. 
“| love you,” | say. 

“| love you,” she says. 

“My love!” Georgia says pointing at me. 

“That’s right my love!” | say pointing back at her. 


She giggles and her mom tickles her making her laugh even 
more. 


This is what life’s all about. Time together as a family. Our 
time. 


And no matter how hard | try | can’t ever get enough. 
“Hurry, dad. Matilda’s beating you too!” Lachlan says. 


| turn and see my two oldest children already a good five or 
six feet up the rock. 


“I’m coming for you!” | say and swim towards them. 


“And I’m going to catch you,” | say to myself. “Because 
you're mine.” 


“My love!” Georgia says again. 
“That’s right! My love,” Charlotte yells. 


That’s my family all right. One for all and all for one. 


And we do it all for our love of each other Just the way it’s 
meant to be. 
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